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PREFACE. 



There is a ' tide in the affairs ' of young men, 
which ' taken at the flood ' irresistibly impels them 
to rush into print, and very often, what is worse, 
into poetry. Their aims are so lofty and serious 
and the fulfilment of them so inadequate, that they 
generally only succeed in writing nonsense and in 
covering themselves with ridicule. We, though 
afflicted with the same ' itch, have taken warning 
by the sad and premature fate of many of our most 
promising young poets, and have begun from the 
very first with the intention of writing nonsense, 
that so perhaps the thoughtful reader may discover 
a grain of sense therein ; and by ridiculing others 
we hope to avert ridicule from ourselves. If that 
nonsense bears evident marks of haste, we plead in 
excuse our desire to add something to the annual 



VI. PREFACE. 

light literature of Eights' Week. If questioned as 
to the motive of this production we can only reply 
that as far as we have any, it is an honest dislike for 
' Dorian Gray,' ' Salome,' the ' Yellow Book,' and 
the whole of the erotic, lack-a-daisical, opium- 
cigarette literature of the day. Our attack, how- 
ever, is one on principles and not on persons. We 
confess straightway that our Oscar Wilde is mainly 
a creation of our own fancy. We have never met 
the philosopher in question personally, or seen any- 
thing more of him than a distant back-view, and even 
that obscured by a throng of admiring Adonises. 
We can claim no originality, but humbly apologise 
to all from Aristophanes downward, from whom 
we have consciously or unconsciously plagiarised. 
Lastly but not leastly each of us (Y. T. and O.) 
in his private capacity wishes it to be publicly 
proclaimed that whatever in this ' parvum opus ' is 
offensive to his friends, in bad taste, or otherwise 
' weary, stale, flat and unprofitable,' was written by 
one of the others (O. T. or Y.), and is on no account 
to be attributed to himself 

Y. T. O. 
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■ Maudlin College. 
William Robinson, Esq. 

Socrates -v 

Thucydides J- Ancient philosophers. 

Aristotle ■' 

Oscar Wilde, a Modern philosopher. 

The Proctor. 

Charon. 

Chorus of Ladies and Undergraduates, various philosophers, 
Lewis Carroll, a blood, &c, , &c. 



ARISTOPHANES AT OXFORD. 



SCENE : A pleasant and secluded bend of the Cherwell be- 
tween Marsden and I slip. A heavily laden Canader 
containing Robinson and Amherst comes sharply round the 
bend and runs hard into the opposite bank. 

Rob. Steady, back water there, 'ware crockery — 

Confound — we're stuck, — shove off. 
Amh. Oh, bother it ! 

Why not stop here ? I've had enough of paddling, 

Moving along this cumbrous overloaded 

Canadian Ecoscevephoron. 

Look at this clear, deep pool, these shady trees, 

What more do you want? For me "j'y suis j'y. 
reste ". 
Rob. All right ; I'll reconnoitre (does so) ; this will do. 

Out with that tent — 
Amh. I can't ; it's at the bottom. 

Rob. Oh well ; hand out the things then. 

B 



Amh. Here catch this ! 

And that ; and here's my banjo, and the milk, 

Four tins of biscuits, strawberries, bananas, 

Tea-caddy, sponge cakes — sponge-bag and pyjamas, 

Fire-irons, — 
Rob. What the— 

Amh. Dress suit, studs and shirt. 

One's never safe without them. 
Rob. Where's the kettle ? 

Amh. Oh ! I forgot ! A biscuit tin will do. 
Rob. And where's the tea-pot ? What's to do for that ? 
Amh. My old tobacco jar. 
Rob. It's got no spout, and 

Think of the tea ! 
Amh. Well, nicotine for tannin. 

One is no worse than the other. 
Rob. For you perhaps. 

Meanwhile I'll stick to whisky, unless dear Oscar 

Happens to bring a tea-pot when he comes. 

(Goes on unpacking.) \ 

Great heavens ! what's in this bundle ? 
Amh. a pickled scout-boy. 

I packed him in the straw to have a sample 

Of prime collegiate mendicity. 

The only alternative was the Junior Bursar. 



Rob. Thanks, this is bad enough. 
Amh. Here's something better. 

Rob. What ? This old woman in spirits ? 
Amh. Why that's a Head 

Belonging to a college not ten miles 

From Carfax, whence I chased it to, the Turl 

And finally secured it in the Bod. 

And though it spat some Latin in my face 

About " alumnus," " mater," and the like, 

I corked it tightly with an oi lifj brand. 

Then coming out, hey, presto, in my hat 

I caught a painted lady. 
Rob. What ? the butterfly ; 

Why that's quite common ; or is it from the Union ? 
Amh. No, but it may be a flirtillary, 

A very present Oxford snare and sham. 

We'll test it shrewdly and if the paint be wet 

Drown it offhand. 
Rob. And drown the others too. 

To think that you could pack such worthless rubbish. 

No, overboard they go (throws them into the Cher.) 
Amh. Well, if they must 

I will resign them ; go you too my boy ; 

No cigarettes shall henceforth dread your advent. 

Nor full decanter feel the constant drain 
B 2 



Of your insatiate thirst. 

Rob. Come, stop lamenting, 

And pass that tent— thank you— look sharp— un- 
roll it ; 
And now we'll stick it up ; give me that pole — 
Just hammer in those pegs— and there it's done. 

Amh. Good ; now sit down ; tune up your old banjo, 
And give the rein to fancy's airy flights, 
For we are freed from all our grovelling cares, 
Far from the gadding gown's ignoble strife. 
Free as the blithe and festive water-rats 
That play around these banks, where neither Dean 
Storms loudly, nor the ceaseless shrill complaints 
Of fretful tutors fuss, nor lecture-room 
Benumbs the weary brain, bored e'en to tears 
By rival Sophists. — Here no bulldogs bark, 
No dunflies buzz to vex the billious mind. 
There the schools breathe with concentrated gasps, 
Dull squeak the quills, and rough the patient hair 
Sweats to the searching fingers : rightly then 
Are they called final for they finish men. 
Here we are free men, while around us spread 
The sunlight dances on the silvery Cher. 
Here time is not ; and 'stead of chapel bells' 
Discordant jangle, lightly hums the bee 



On every flower ; and now our Oscar comes 
Whose softest voice, whose sweetest wit, shall soon 
Inspire the subtle music of his soul. 
So sing your song ; I'll puff my cigarette. 
Rob. (Strums prelude, then sings.) 

Through the solitary quad, 

Past the unsuspecting porter, 
Two pairs of feet once lightly trod 
On the way they did'nt oughter. 
Alone in the Schools, two empty stools 

Duly marked for their victims deplore us. 
Where the world- worn and lean undergrads may be 
seen 
To bite nails, and bemoan them in chorus. 

From our thoughts we've banished quite 

Musty classic philosophy. 
Grinding on till two at night 
' Kept awake by potent coffee. 

Herodotus, Thucydides, 

Aristotle, Plato, Bacon, 
Maine, Mill, Hobbes and all besides, 
Lie neglected and forsaken. 
The Dean he may fume and roundly swear 
At a loss to the college, that's past his knowledge 
And equally past repair. 



The theft of his cattle made Hercules roar ; 
At the loss of his battels, and rape of his chattels 
The Bursar will stamp on the Bursary floor. 
But grant the god of pleasure make us 
Safer than the luckless Cacus, 

Underneath these shady trees i 

We will hold sweet conversations, 
Dream away our days at ease, 
Heedless of examinations. 
Amh. Hush ! what was that ? I thought I heard a 
sound 
Weird as a grampus' snort or porpoise' grunt, 
Like blubber whales or ancient mariners 
That puff up-stream perspiring. Am I distraught ? 
It cannot be — and yet — do you hear that jargon 
Of anacoluthic aposiopeses, 
Sorites and mnemonic barbarisms ? 
Rob. Such thoughts may startle well but not astound 
The virtuous mind that ever walks attended 
By those strong siding champions — spectacles. 
Amh. But look ! By my prophetic soul ! I think 

I see the tail of a vanishing quantity. 
Rob. I know that article ! It comes from — Cambridge. 
Amh. Peace idle chatterer. I want to listen. 
Whatever can it be ? 



Voice of Socrates. — That is the question 

Whether 'tis better for the pole to linger 
Stuck in the slimy ooze, or for the poler 
To perch like patience on a monument 
Letting the moisture like a. worm i' the bud 
Feed on his damask trousers ; — 

Voice of Aristotle. Not so fast, 

For first we must discuss the origin 
Of punt, and how the pre-historic man 
Developed it from rude improvisations, 
Following the method of nature first. — 

Rob. and Amh. Woe, woe ! 

We know that cursed lingo. 

Voice of Thucydides. Ah my friends ! 

'Tis yours in word to argue ; mine the deed 
That venturesome beyond my proper judgment 
And bold in inexperience, seized this pole 
And all these miles propelled your weary, flat. 
Stale and unprofitable carcases 
To this our destination — oh ! these blisters ! 
Why did'nt I bring them into the expedition. 
And pile on pity for my poor Athenians ? 
Ah ! that reminds me ; let me now resume 
My narrative. Well, as I said, the corn 
Was in the ear, and the Peloponnesians nev 
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The Athenians Be — 
Amh. Yes, d — the Athenians ; 

I thought I'd done with them. (Ancients come in 
sight.) Oh fearful sight ! 

Look! look! that Phantom-ship, that nightmare 
crew ! 

I fear some dread calamity will befal us. 
SocR. Pole ! O my brother, pole with care ! 
Amh. The Devil ! 

Rob. No, Socrates ; I know him by his snub, 

And there is he famed for his burly flanks 

And thence called Thicksides : while upon the poop 

The man of politics and ethics stands 

And suavely steers. 
Amh. Alas, we are detected ! 

They turn and run the accursed punt ashore. 
Rob. What language do you think they'll use to us ? 
Amh. I know what language I will use to them. 
SocR. Wherefore, young men to these fields are ye come ? 

To plough or 'scape a ploughing ? Or for what 

Encamp ye thus so near the treacherous gulf ? 
Amh. Allah il Allah ! ere nom ! mille tonnerres ! 

Potz blitz ! carramba ! der Kukuck hole sie ! 

Madre di cielo ! — 
Rob. Steady, Captain Good. 



Amh. Ah but if Good be good, to follow Good 
Were wisdom in the scorn of common sense. 
(Goes on) Drei tausend Teufel ! 

SocR. I beg your pardon, sir ; 

We have no knowledge of barbarian tongues, 
So would you mind repeating your remarks 
In decent Attic or at least in English ? 

Amh. Oh, go to Hades ! 

SocR. Why, that's whence we hail from ; 

We've only just escaped the watchful Cerberus ; 
So don't expect us to return at once. 
Or grudge us shades our little holiday. 
Perhaps the reason of your being here 
Is much the same as ours. Let us join forces 
And spend our days in pleasant dialectic. 
Why 'tis a good two thousand years or more, j / 
Since last I argued with a living youth. j 

Rob. (blandly.) No, no, be off; this is no place for you ; 
I know a lovely spot just three miles on ; 
You pass by Islip till you reach some trees 
On the left bank and there — 

SocR. Oh, never mind, 

Your company is all that we require. 

Rob. No, deeply as we feel the compliment. 
We are no company for such as you ; 
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For all philosophy and dialectics 

We've solemnly abjured, and sworn them hate. 

You'll find the spot I mentioned most delightful. 

So now good-bye ; a pleasant holiday ! 

(Sotto voce.) My curses with you, may you drown, 
and thus 

Return the quickest way to where you came from. 
SocR. Ah, my young friends, I see you want converting. 

I think we soon shall rid you of your prejudice. 

Come, Aristotle, punt ashore, Thicksides, 

Get out that tent, for here I mean to stay. 
Amh. Look here, you ancient fossils, quick move on 

Or else we'll add to your velocity. 

We've no desire to listen to your jabber. 

Four years you've plagued us, now we'll have no 
more, 

So right about, quick march and out of sight. 
SocR. What think you Aristotle ? Were extra fees 

Deposited for manners at the school 

Of this young Cleon ? 
Arist. No, nor extra birch ! 

Thuc. Young men, in my day it was not the wont 

To show such insolence towards one's seniors. 

Methinks the times have changed — you want in- 
struction 



11 

And we will give it gratis and for — greats. 
And we would warn you use no violence 
For we are three to two, so we'll arrange for 
The greatest happiness of the greatest number. 

Amh. Come, Bill, we'll fight ; give me that paddle there, 
We'll stop them landing here at any cost. 

Rob. Better let well alone ; they look determined. 
And I've no mind to have that punting pole 
Playing on my ribs. No, wait till Oscar comes 
And we will yet devise some noble plan 
To rid us of these god-forsaken ancients. 
Meanwhile, I fear, we'll have to grin and swear it ! 

SocR. Thicksides, set up that tent ; quick Aristotle 
Unload the baggage. I'll begin to tackle 
These youthful enemies of philosophy 
With choicest argument. 

Amh. Ye Gods ! so soon ? 

Sec. Why look so pained, my friend ? I am not come 
To argue or dispute ; but with your help 
To find the truth, a good beyond compare ; 
So tell me first, how came you here and why ? 

Amh. To escape from you — 

SocR. But as you've not escaped 

Though we were not pursuing, you must either 
Have erred in judgment or have lost your way. 
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Amh. It's you who've lost your way, and lost your senses. 

What ill wind brought you here ? 
SocR. Your question, sir. 

Is off the point. However, I shall presume 

You erred in judgment. Now to give right judg- 
ment 

Requires a sense of justice, does it not ? 
Amh. I suppose it does ; heaven knows at what you're 

driving. 
SocR. Now what is justice ? 
Amh. Oh awful endless prospect 

Of rechauffeed Socratic dialogues ! 

I'd like to see you hanged, just would'nt I ! 
SocR. Explain more closely ; do you mean by just, 

That justice lies in witnessing executions ? 

Or in the wish to do so ? or that the sight 

Is pleasurable, yet contrary to justice ? 

Implying that pleasure and justice — 
Arist. (calling) Socrates ! 

SocR. Are not the same. 
Rob. There is some one calling you, 

I think your presence is wanted over there. 
Amh. (Sotto voce). Yes, and your absence here. 
Arist. Hi, Socrates ! 

SocR. Disturb me not. I'm on the track of justice, 
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I see her vanishing tail. 
Amh. Quick, pass him the salt. 

SocR. Alas ! she's gone. 
Amh. Gone where ? 

SocR. To Chancery ; 

That undiscovered country from whose bourne 

No property returns ; my thought is puzzled 

And I'm left empty-handed. 
Arist. So are we, 

We can't find any provisions in the punt. 
SocR. What, you forgot ? Oh justice, I did deem 

Thou wert a phoenix ; now thou dost appear 

A mere wild-goose, for chasing thee, I lost 

The precious stores I'd gathered for the voyage. 

Oh wine and cake and figs ! oh salad oil ! 

We are undone ! Quick, tell me Aristotle 

What money have you ? 
Arist. None. 

Thuc. None. 

SocR. By the dog 

I have'nt any either. 
Arist. Oh what sorrow. 

We cannot beg or steal. 
SocR. No, but we'll borrow. 

(To RoB.^ Could you oblige us with a trifling loan 
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My friends, to purchase some provisions ? 

With compound interest for the double journey, 

We'll pay you at the next Athenian Kalends. 
Rob. Oh please don't trouble ; any time will do. 

I fear I have no change ; but here's a fiver 

They'll change at any shop. 
SocR. I thank you, sir, 

We'll soon be back, and hope you will partake 

This evening of our hospitality. 

Cast off the punt there ; jump in Aristotle ; 

Pole Thicksides ; now we're off. Good afternoon. 
[Tke ancients go off up stream. 
Amh. The Lord be praised they're gone, but tell me. Bill, 

Why lend them all that cash ? I thought you were 
broke. 
Rob. Yes, so I am ; what did you take me for ? 

It's only an unreceipted tailor's bill, 

Twentieth edition, corrected and enlarged. 

With a short preface by the author, dealing 

Of the Vice's court. 
Amh. But why ? 

Rob. Why, don't you see. 

There's just a chance that when they try to pass it 

They may get taken up, and sent to Hanwell 

As dangerous lunatics at large. 
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Amh. I doubt it ! 

Oh when will Oscar come ? I am as crushed, 

As limp and helpless as an Oxford collar 

After the ball is over. 
Rob. Little wonder ; 

They could'nt stand such questions even at Athens. 

But never mind ; daylight is fading fast, 

He must come soon. And I declare there's some- 
thing 

Looms o'er the water ; why it's a penny steamer ! 

How ever did they pull it over Parson's ? 
Amh. No it's some great sea-monster, and behind it 

A whole procession of fantastic objects. 

Is this a water-circus ? Has a second 

Barnum arisen ; or a third Kiralfy ? 

Is the world out of joint ? Has Cerberus 

Been hypnotised, and left the gates of Hades 

Unguarded for a universal exit ? 
Rob. Hush ! Hush ! lie down, and heaven grant they 
miss us. 

Yes we are safe, they're forging straight up-stream ; 

' In primis ' a whale and on his back a man ; 

Hobbes on his hobby-steed Leviathan ! 
Amh. Leviathan ! that Hobbes of all his works 

Created hugest that swell the stream of ' greats.' 
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Pass me my air-gun ; and I'll make his life 

" Short, nasty, brutish, and uncomfortable." 
Rob. "No don't. What is the use ? For such a Corpus 

We need Case-shot, or a Cannon from Trinity, 

Or some old " Church in Danger " Keble don. 
Amh. Behind them is a very wee*, wee, well. 

All but used up by its attendant Mill. 
Rob. And yet the Mill itself is in some danger 

From a Fowler lurking about in connotative 

Lanes and inductive by-ways, netting ducks 

Of logic from the Mill. 
Amh. Look at that hansom, 

It's full of human legs alive and kicking. 

Outside the door is padlocked : what on earth 

Is meant by this ? 
Rob. My dearest ignoramus. 

That's Locke upon the human understanding. 

I thought he was on guard at Keble chapel. 
Amh. Well, what's that cabby doing? Scrubbing a 
statue 

With soap and brush, swearing awhile in German. 

Just listen. 
Voice. " Ach mine tearest Aristotle 

* v.l, Whewell ; locus valde obfuscus. 
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I cannot gombrehend, this dumme Vernunft, 
I cannot make her glean, — 

Rob. Why that's old Kant ! ' 

Ah ! and he's now ' translated ' across the water 
In a ' cab.' And here's the band, a barrel-organ. 
The very latest style, turned by a nigger. 

Amh. Oh I know him, that worthy son of Ham 
Who wrote our Shacon for us ; don't you see 
That's his " new organ " ? But what's that monkey 

there 
Perched on his shoulders. 

Rob. One of our ancestors ! 

Amh. Do you mean Charles Darwin ? Yes, you're right, 
it's he 
Performing Evolutions. Hurrah, that's all. 



Rob. But why does Oscar linger ? Can it be 

That he has been down-gobbled by those monsters ? 

Amh. Was that a voice ? hush ! hark that melody. 
It must be he ; I see a glimmering spot 
Moving across the waters ; lo, it grows. 
E'en as the music swells ; I know it nov/, 
That starry beacon ; 'tis the lamp divine 
That rules the spirit-world, 'tis he ! 'tis he ! 
C 
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Maecenas redivivus ! Mark the pose, 
The great green tie, and Oriental state ! 
(Enter Oscar Wilde in a canoe, illuminated by the spirit-lamp 
hung in the hows. He is reclining on cushions, smoking a 
gold-tipped cigarette and occasionally idly paddling ; and 
sings) 

Song. 
O. W. Sweet silvery light 

Of mystic lamp around me shining, 

That softly gleamest on the perfumed locks 

Of Oscar as he floats reclining, 

Through the balmy summer night ; 

In his fairy skiflf, that gently rocks, 

As the dying breeze 

Wafting dew on its wings, 

Lightly ripples the shade 

Of the mirrored trees ; 

That dancest on the tremulous rings 

Where the clinging drops of spray 

Glitter like jewels in the ray 

As they fall from the polished blade. 

With evening's dewy breath, 

Mingles the odorous delight 

Of the perfumed smoke, whose fragrant wreath 

Circles in the still of night ; 
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Suggesting to the idle thought, 
Languorous, luxurious dreams, 
And visions whose presence seems 
Too real to be but nought. 

On neo-hellenistic wing 

I dream of love, of love I sing ; 

Of love, and ease whose consummation 

Is the end of all desire. 

And as with heart afire 

I sip the nectar of imagination, 

I seem to hear the throbbing sighs, 

To feel the blaze of lustrous eyes. 

Or see 'neath Tempe's waving trees 

The careless grace of youths that lave 

Their naked beauty in the wave, 

That murmuring flows to greet its haunted seas. 

Thus let fancy idly rove 

And with her subtle fingers 

Weave in her web of rarest art 

Each impassioned rosy love. 

Whose melting breath, as loth to part 

Still with the loved one lingers. 

Rob. Hail ! Oscar, hail ! Your journey has an end. 
Glide into shore, and welcome to our tent. 
C 2 
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O. W. Hail blithest Robin ! And you too, fair Algy ! 
How well you've chosen the spot, a very dream 
Of idle happiness, a Sansouci 
Adorned with nature's every luxury, 
Where Eros' pinions flutter 'mid the trees. 
From whence he shoots sweet mischief-making 

darts, 
And laughs to see them quiver in our hearts. 

Amh. Oh welcome Oscar, welcome as the tea 
Comes after weary waiting at the Union 
To thirsty souls ; yet why delay so long ? 

O. W. Punctuality's the thief of time, remember. 
If I'd come up to time, I might have had 
To help you in encamping, as it is 
I've slept all day, and you've done all the work. 
But tell me, what means this ? this strange-shaped 

tent. 
Like some Konak of Kirghiz by the flood 
Of shallow Tarim ? does it hide the wealth 
Of Eastern realms ; divans from Samarcand ; 
Curtains from Cashmere's vale ; chibouques inlaid 
With lapis-lazuli from rich Altai ; 
Deep silent carpets wrought for Usbeg Khans 
By captive Persian dames 1 Or shall my eyes 
Feast upon houris, such as stirred the blood 
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Of young Shiraz, what time immortal Hafiz 

Discoursed of wine and beauty ? 
Amh. Oscar ! stay ! 

Touch not the accursed tent ! Say, did you see 

A hideous nightmare passing up the stream ? 
O. W. No ; I saw nothing. True, I was absorbed 

In a gamboge vision of the Yellow Book. 
Amh. Can it have been a trance ? But no ; those others 

Were far too real. Oh, Oscar, we are haunted 

By three most evil fiends, the very foes 

We meant to 'scape from. Oscar you have known 

The Oxford don ; but oh, ten thousand times 

More horrible are these. 
O. W. Come ; that's impossible 

Unless they're Cambridge ones ; yet t'were most 
strange 

For such to wander from their highland home 

By the swift waves of the pellucid Cam. 

— Though O.B. might in chase of royalty. 
Amh. No, worse ; they come from " Stygian caves 
forlorn." 

To persecute us ; with a musty odour 

Of palimpsests and midnight paraffin. 
O.W. What are their names ? 
Rob, The first, Thucydides, 
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Next Aristotle, last he whom Athens bore 
Until she clapped a hemlock on his boredom. 

O.W. What? Socrates? 

Amh, Alas ! we're run to earth ! 

I should have run to arms, but Bill preferred 
Waiting for you. They looked most dangerous, 
That ruffian Thicksides twirled a twelve-foot pole, 
Threatening eight volumes of another war 
As lengthy as the first : but now you're here 
We'll face the very devil ! 

O.W. Oh ! certainly. 

At least — that is to say — perhaps — I mean 
I think we'd better not, don't be too rash ! 
One might get hurt. Besides, to go and fight 
Is most undignified ; you know my maxim — 
' The reckless fool may fight and run away. 
The wise man runs before the fight begins.' 
Tell me are they inside ? 

Rob. No, they're abroad. 

O. W. Then quick decamp and let us take to flight. 

Amh. It's useless Oscar, they'll be back at once ; 
Even if we do get off, that Socrates 
Would surely dog us to the end of the world. 
They must be killed. 

O. W. Well kill them if you like 
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But don't ask me to help you ; so adieu, 
I'm off; — 

Rob. No, stop a moment, I've a plan. 

Why fight when there are better ways of killing ? 

Amh. What, poison them ? You might as well attempt 
To give an old cock ostrich indigestion 
With nibs and tintacks ; as for Socrates 
His first hemloccination took too well. 
Besides they'll call it murder. 

Rob. Murder be hanged ! 

What right have ghosts to resurrect and plague us ? 
But poison 's not my line ; my plan is surer 
And far less troublesome ; 'twill only need 
A little whisky, and to wash it down 
Hypocrisy ad lib, I might say " bib." 
They'll take in one, the other'll take them in. 

Amh. I see, when they're uncomfortably tight 

We'll ease their breath, by slitting up their wind- 
pipes. 

O. W. And yet " I pray thee have me excused ", my 
nerves 
Are somewhat delicate and fastidious. 
Throat-cutting is so very unaesthetic 
It's almost wicked ; 'twere not quite so heinous 
Had you a Borgia's ring or gemmed stiletto. — 



24 

Amh. (aside) What Shilleto ? I thought cold " Stahl " 
was better. 

O. W. — But the man that does a murder with a bread- 
knife 
Is capable of wearing a college tie. 

Rob. Dismiss your fears ; 'twill be as neat a job 
As screwing up a Dean. Now hark to me : 
First make them tight ; then when they're gone to 

bed 
Pull down their tent about their ears, and quickly 
Pile earth and stones upon it, stamp them fast, 
And when it's all complete we'll turf it over. 
I've everything provided, in that field 
You'll find cut turves in plenty, and a spade. 

Amh. Let me embrace you, Bill, your plan is glorious. 
What joy to dance upon their flattened bodies 
And choke for ever those infernal throats ! 
Come, Oscar ; you must help ; give me your hand 
And promise it. 

O. W. Well, well, perhaps I may. 

But don't expect too much ; I'll lend my weight. 

Rob. Oh that's enough to kill them ; but still more 
It is your conversation that we want 
To compass their destruction ; when they come, 
Greet them politely, ply them hard with drink 
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And send them off well muddled to their tent. 
Amh. And then for our revenge. Ha ! Socrates, 

I bet I'm even with you yet. 
Rob. Hush, Algy ! 

I hear them coming ; now must we dissemble. 

\The ancients are heard coming down stream. 
Voice of Thuc. 'Twas all your fault. 
Voice of Socr. No ! 'tis the natural conflict 

Between philosophy and folly, ending 

In the unprofitable victory of the fool. 

That youth might have derived from our discussion 

Much benefit ; he looked a comely lad. 

And yet unwisely he preferred to lose 

The truths we might have taught him. By the dog 

We must be near our tent. 
Rob. Hail, Socrates ! 

Socr. 'Qott we're here ! Back water, Aristotle ! 

Punt into shore ; my thanks to you fair youth 

For hailing us, or we'd have missed the spot 

And not been back for hours. 
Rob. Don't mention it. 

'Twas only common courtesy to save 

Philosophers whose eyes are fixed above 

From tumbling into wells they know not of. 

Can we be of any service to you, sirs, 



26 

In helping you unload ? 
Arist. Would that you could ! 

For now our hearts are heavier than the punt. 
Rob. What ? did you lose that note ? 
Thuc. Yes ; Socrates — 

SocR. (interrupts) Thicksides ! the question wasn't ad- 
dressed to you, 

So do not interrupt. (To Rob.) Yes, it is true 

The money was lost, but when you hear the reason — 
Rob. Oh never mind ; come in and share our supper, 

We've plenty here for all ; your story '11 keep 

Until the wine goes round. 
Arist. We thank you, sir ; 

But we agreed after our sad adventure 

Instead of seasoned dish and flowing bowl, 

To feast on reason and to fast on soul. 
Rob. Nonsense, dear sir, why not enjoy yourselves 

And leave philosophy till after supper ? 

The night is long and you will need refreshment 

Before you plumb the depths of abstract thought. 
Thug. Well I'm for supper ; come on Socrates, 

Justice won't fly away. 
Amh. Well if she does 

Good wine will lend you wings for her pursuit. 

I think that's settled ; come Bill we'll make ready. 
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But first allow me, sirs, to introduce 
A friend we had expected, Oscar Wilde, 
Who long has been an admirer of your works 
And given them careful study, and himself 
Is no mean light, though possibly his fame 
Has not yet spread to Hades. 

SocR. Well of course 

As Mr. Wilde 's unfortunately alive 
We must deplore that Minos, our librarian, 
Cannot procure a copy of his works. 
Their perusal would no doubt have given me 
pleasure. 

O. W. Bad books alone give pleasure after reading. 
The good are always sure to disappoint. 

SocR. Does this imply, sir, that your books are bad ? 

O. W. What ? my books bad ? I beg your pardon sir ? 
You've quite misunderstood me, I meant the good 
Bore after the delight of anticipation. 

SocR. Then yours are bores ? 

O. W. (suavely) Well that's the objective way 

Of stating your own subjectivity. 

SocR. You might have put it more clearly ; do you 
mean — 

Rob. Come in, we're ready, you'll have time enough 
For such discussion afterwards ; meanwhile 
Don't let my delicate entree grow cold. 
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O. W. What ? Do my ears deceive me ? quick my eyes 

Give them corroboration of my joy. 

[Enters the tent and the others foUow. 

(Sees the dishes) Oh sweetest Robin ! you're a very 
magician ! 

Such visions hold me entranced. 
Rob. 'Tis but the result 

Of studying the higher aims of life, 

It's hedonistic truths and cookery. 

But come sit down, fall to without delay. 

Let me help you Socrates to some entree. 
SocR. What is't ? fish, flesh, or fowl ? for sure enough 

It's not red herring. Still the experiment 

I'll make (tastes). Oh excellent, most excellent ! 

What is it called ? 
Rob. Entree, for don't you see 

That's what I served it on. 
SocR. But surely, sir. 

That fact is a common trait to many dishes ? 
Rob. Stop ! Stop ! enough ! Such puns are sconceable. 

Come Algy, pass that stolen sconce-prat please. 

You'll have to take some whisky Socrates. 
SocR. What's that ? 
Rob. Our native wine ; it's somewhat strong ; 

I almost would advise a little water 

To temper its fiery edge. 
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SocR. No, not for me ! 

I like to taste my drink ; a hog could swill 
A hogshead ; 'tis the strength that proves the man. 
Such was my rule and precept in the days 
When I outdrank them at friend Agathon's. 

O. W. " Neatness and finish ; " that's a healthy motto. 

SocR. And let me add to them "prompt execution." 

(Floors the sconcepot amid awestruck silence.) 
Oh ! Oh ! woiroi 8a 8a \ 

Rob. What ? don't you like it ? 

Your eyes are full of tears, and you are prancing 

As if distressed. 
SocR. Oh no ! it's perfect nectar ; 

But while I drank, I suddenly remembered 

That lost and vanished fiver, and a pang 

Shot through my very heart, at such bereavement. 

(Weeps bitterly.) 
Amh. Come Socrates, don't take it so to heart. 

But tell us how it happened. 
SocR. (blubbering) Aristotle 

Asked me to 1-let him have it, and he w-went 

And spent it all on — 
Arist. Oh most vile traducer ! 

SocR. N-no it is'nt and Duthycides — 

(Relapses into tears and absently swigs at the whisky bottle.) 
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Thuc. Don't listen to him sirs, he's not quite sober. 
As for that money, when we were on our way 
We met a scraggy little village lad 
Who stared and grinned as if he were possessed, 
Or never had seen three middle-aged gentlemen 
Inside a punt before ; then Socrates 
As is his way, addressed the little monster, 
And said, " My pretty youth, why thus surprised ? " 
It smole responsive first, and scr'atched its head. 
Then jumped on board our punt, but Socrates 
Asking it many questions, last of all 
Gave it the note and told it to go off 
And buy us all we wanted, promising 
To pay it with a fig, but I'm afraid 
It deemed the offer a Socratic figment, 
For it returned no more. 

SocR. Oh-ho-ho-ho ! 

A firsht-rate shtory ! most diriculous ! 
Most ch-arming little boy ; just think of it. 
The little hycoprite, to steal the fii'p' note ! 
The rogue ! Ah ! ha ! ha ! ha ! Thudyshides 
Come taste a drop o' this Thuwishkides. 

Rob. No don't do that, I'll add a little water 
And tone it down to suit your sober tastes. 

[Pours in some gin. 
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Amh. Great heavens ! that's the gin. 

Rob. Shut up you fool ! 

Arist. (To Amh.) What did you say ? 

Rob. He only just remarked 

That 'twas a shame to spoil good wine with mixing. 

SocR. No, no ! you'll drink it neat, you must'nt desert 
me, 
Dishgraceful treachery ! yet I'll be merciful 
And let you mix it. But you must'nt shirk. 
Athens expects each man to drink his duty. 

O. W. England says " each man die for the death 
duty." 

Rob. Come Thicksides, be you merry too, what use 
For you to abstain, if Socrates be drunk ? 

Thug. Your argument convinces me ; your health 

Most excellent hosts ! But you must drink with us, 
You've scarcely looked inside the cup. 

SocR. That's so. 

Come Oshcer, why so sober ? tisn't right, 
Don't laugh ; this is no matter for a joke. 
There take this bottle ; come I'll play you a round 
Of twopenny Cottabos, or — hie — letsh dance together. 

[Tvies to embrace Oscar. 

O. W. Get off you sotted fool ! 

SocR. Why, wotsthemarrer ? 
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What ? won't you dansh ? then I must dansh myself. 
{Does so and sings.) 

When I was young I always thought 

Getting drunk most indujicioush, 
But now by exshperience I've come to be taught 
There is nothing so delicioush. 

Yet what would old Shantippy think 

If she saw me so hilarioush ? 
'Twould give her a fit, to see me in drink 

She always was so contrarioush. 

Rob. Encore ! Encore ! 

SocR. No, no, we'll sing a trio 

To suit the present day and company. 

Now 'Stotle and Thicker, in harmony for once ! 

I'll wreathe my glass with cabbage-bough. 
The glass that brought a suitor low ; 
Yet saved him from the care and strife 
That follow with a shrewish wife. 

Hail ! hero ! thou dost drink at rest 
In some far island, of the best. 
Where Diomed and Jordan lie, 
Achilles, and yet swifter Fry. 

Oh Hippocleides ! were I able, 
I too should dance upon the table. 
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What price the fairest maid in Greece, 
If I may sip my wine in peace ? 

SocR. 'Shtotle ! wake up there ! 

Arist. Why ? what's happening now ? 

I'm rather sleepy. 
Thug, {yawning). So am I, let's go, 

It's time for bed. 
SocR. Oh no ! but letsh go out 

And gaze upon the toolilooral scene. {.goes out. 

Oshcer, my boy, come out for a little wobble. 

We'll talk filoshify ; those drunken fools 

Can go to bed. Give me your arm ole f'la. 

Hie — do look out, walk shtraight, you aren't a 
lobster ; 

Strikes me you're like one though — hie — thought I 

knew 
Those classic features. 
O. W. Bill, keep off this brute ! 

Oh, had I only known ! This awful night 
Will turn the auburn of my locks to gray. 
How could you treat me so ? 
Rob. Bear up, dear Oscar, 

A moment more and we shall be avenged. 
SocR. Is this an earthquake ? Twice the ground has 
risen 

P 
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And shtruck me in the eye ; it isn't safe. 

I think I'll get inside ; where'sh 'Totle gone ? 

'Shpose I must follow them ; goo' nigh ! goo' nigh 

\Staggeys into tent. 
O. W. At last it's over 1 Oh that loathsome wretch ! 
Rob. Well, I'm delighted ; they're as tight as can be. 
Amh. Nothing~fbNwhat they will be soon ; egad 

I'm thirsty — for^the deed of extirpation. 
Rob. Come let us get\hings ready, first I'll fetch 

Those turves, and you meanwhile can get the 
spade. 

Oscar, just carry up some heavy stones 

To flatten them. 
O. W. I haven't got the strength, 

I never could stand work ; I'm delicate. 
Rob. What nonsense ! come along. 
O. W. Well, if I must, 

But what an agony for nerves like mine. 
Amh. Wait Bill, I've got an idea ; you see that punt ? 

We'll drag it here, and when the tent's collapsed 

We'll jam it on them upside down, 'twill make 

A splendid cover for our little pie. 

They won't stir much beneath it. 
Rob. Good, my boy. 

Just what we wanted so let's set to work, 
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[They drag up the punt, bring turves, dig up earth, &'C., then 
stand round the tent and sing.'l 
Song of the Conspirators. 
Hush! Hush! Hush! 
On velvet wing 
The bat doth hover ; 
Each evil thing 
That night doth cover 
His eyes behold. 
But when the sun doth rise, 
To turrets old 

And ruined battlements he flies. 
In gloomy shade 
O'er his secrets he gloats 
While heaven's bright eye doth reign ; 
When its light doth fade 
He silently floats 
Forth into the darkness again. 

Hush! Hush! Hush! 
A silence as of the dead. 
Alone in their oozy bed 
Rustle the waving reeds ; 
By the inky river 
They nod ; and shiver, 
As they whisper of hidden deeds. 
D 2 
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Hush! Hush! Hush! 

Under night's raven pall 

Stealthy footsteps fall 

Across the noiseless sward. 

By the starlight dimly lit 

Busy shadows flit, 

Conspiracy stalks abroad. 
Amh. But half of our heavy task is done ; oh Bill ! 
I feel a wild misgiving in my waistcoat ; 
For the hour is come and with it come the victims. 
O. W. (aside) Yes, and I know that I shall be the first ! 
(aloud) My friends I've just remembered that I want 
For my next book a sample of fritillaries ; 
The best ones grow by starlight on the Cher. 
As this may be the only night I'm staying. 
Excuse me if I go off with my spirit-lamp 
To look for them. 
Amh. (reproachfully) Oscar! 

O. W. Well what would you have? 

I am no sanguinary Rider Haggard. 
I never take, but always give the offensive. 
Rob. Leave that to us ! For you I've something better, 
Not half so dangerous ; just take your lamp 
And crawl beneath the tent ; to spy the land. 
And make quite certain that they're fast asleep. 
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Beware though lest your anger might impel you 
To do some desperate deed on Socrates 
Who vexed you so just now, and wake the others. 
(aside to Amh.) You see we'll have him safe, if he's 

stuck there ; 
No running — except perhaps of perspiration. 

O. W. And must I then like little vulgar boys 

That peep 'neath circus tents, keep watch clandes- 
tine ? 

Rob. Yes, and the sooner the better. 

[Oscar proceeds to grovel under the tent. 
Now then Algy, 
We must prepare for action : first the ropes 
Must all be gently loosened from the pegs, 
Then we must each catch hold, and when I say 
Pull ! then be sure to do so, with a will ; 
Clap down the punt before they've time to stir. 

Voice of O. W. Oh ! that this too too solid flesh would 
melt! 

Rob. How goes it there inside ? 

O. W. {faintly.) That cursed 'Stotle 

Won't go to sleep, but keeps on muttering 
In a most drunken manner. 

Amh. That's his way. 

He always has been somewhat fragmentary. 
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And now of course his sleep is broken too. 
Voice of O. W. Thicksides is snoring hard, and Socrates 

Has got his head buried inside a slop-pail. 
Amh. Oh ! that's a souvenir of his Xanthippe. 
Rob. Come Oscar, wriggle out quickly, and get ready. 
O. W. (comes out) Oh ! let me rest and gaze upon the 
skies, 

Even as a broken, fading hyacinth. 

For here upon this bank and shoal of Cher 

I soon shall qualify for kingdom come. 
Rob. Don't waste our precious time but come and help. 

Now are we ready ? 
Amh. No, for I'm not steady. 

I'm quite entangled in this cursed rope. 

Just as I thought ; I'm hanged before my time. 
Rob. Now, Algy, extricate yourself you ass, 

And don't stand gibbering like a new-fledged don 

At his first lecture. Now my boys grip tight ! 

Once more be steady . . Pull (they do so with a will 
and all fall fiat on their backs). 
O. W. Oh, agony ! 

My spine is broken, I shall die. 
Rob. Shut up, 

Come on and help us with the punt ; be quick, 

They're wriggling out already. 



39 

O. W. What's that to me ? 

Sore is my back, alas my back is sore. 
Voice of Thug. Ah me ! Ah me ! we are anticipated, 

I am struck a deadly blow behind the scenes. 
Voice of Arist. A physical cause — (crunch comes down 

the punt). 
Rob. I think that shut him up. 

Now shovel on the earth. 
SoCR. What's happening ? 

What means this rude disturbance ? 
Rob. Oh ye gods ! 

It's Socrates, he's squirmed that head of his 

Under the punt edge. Oscar ! sit on it 

And keep him quiet, till I fetch the spade 

And cover him up. 
SocR. Oh base ingratitude 

For all my friendship ! 
O. W. Tell me, Socrates, 

Do you still think my books bad ? eh ! answer me. 
SocR. How can I answer you, you're choking me. 
O. W. Surely you're joking ? I'm quite comfortable, 

I don't feel any pain, and so for me 

It has no real existence. 
SocR. Mock away. 

We meet again in Hades. 
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O. W. Never fear ; 

My muse shall win me immortality, 

And join me with the gods ; you've talked enough, 

It's time you had a rest. Come fill him up, 
Rob. Right ! here's a shovelful, and here's two more, 

I think that's done it. Good-bye Socrates ! 

After life's fitful fever you'll sleep well. 

The world has seen the last of you for good ; 

Unless some foolish antiquarian crank 

Happens to grub you up, and even then 

He'll take you for some prehistoric ape ; 

Squirm in your grave to think of it. 
O. W. Oh ! Oh ! 

My lamp ! my precious spirit-lamp ! ray darling ! 
Rob. What in the world is happening ? 
O. W. Oh my lamp ! 

Oh chastity of arabesque design ! 

It's buried in the ruins and extinguished ! 

Lost to the world for ever. Oh my lamp ! 

[Runs frantically round the mound. 
Amh. Oh Oscar we must weep at your misfortune. 

And yet alas we cannot dig it up. • 

'Twould let hell loose again ; we must endure 

This sacrifice to our most fell revenge. 

For that revenge is glorious ; here we stand 
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Triumphant, and the victory is ours. 
O. W. And what is more, you owe it all to me. 
Rob. Come now I'm off to bed. To-morrow morning 

We'll go upstream and spend a pleasant day 

Along the shady reaches of the Cher. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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{The poet is seen standing on the mound, his hair streaming in 

the wind, and accompanying himself on his lyre.) 

Parabasis. 

Our poet would ask 

In his difficult task 

Toleration from those 

Who have never essayed 

Themselves to compose 

In verse or in prose 
What Calverley, Frere, Trevelyan and Praed, 

Have so happily tried. 
And we pray you to lend an ambitious young friend 
Your kind hearing, and pardon his rashness and pride. 

He's a cheery pleasant soul, 
If you take him as a whole ; 
For he'll criticise you roundly. 
And he'll castigate you soundly ; — 

Scouts and dons and undergrads. 

Lady students with your fads. 

Speakers readiest and rudest, 

Budding esoteric Buddhist, 
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Runners, Rowers, 
Theatre goers, 
Maniacs of every kind ; 
Each shall be taught 
That ranting is not thought, 
And that want of a clean collar. 
Even in a Balliol Scholar, 
Does not differentiate the master mind. 

E'en here a Burland and a Salt, 

A Virgil and a Maenius, 
Are quite distinct — it's not our fault ; 
Nor have we power to change or alter 
The prices of the exacting Salter, 
Or turn a Jaw 
From being a Bore, 
Or a Jones into a genius. 

Epirrhema. 
First we claim your kind indulgence for our venturesome 

endeavour. 
And we beg you to remember that our aim is not to sever 
Hearts from Oxford and her grey old walls : but as far 

as in us lies 
To revive her ancient strength of name. Now faintly, 

weakly sighs 
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In the garden of self-ease the breeze that burst through 

history's portals, 
Sweeping up the steep of glory, heaven's own heritage 

from mortals. 
Scholars in the spring of learning — bitter deaths of faith 

heroic- 
Greek devotion — Roman calmness — Christian strength 

and scorn of Stoic ; — 
Dimming into darkness stretch in long array the noble 

faces : 
Hear them speak " Know thou no limit ! never here, 

but there thy place is ! 
" Idle dreams 'neath murmuring lime-trees, idle hours of 

summer rest, 
" Idle gazing at the colours mingled in the flaming west — 
" This the end for which we battled ? See ye not that 

other flame ? 
" On Death's misty palace wall the fiery tracery of fame ? 
" Break a lance against the recreant knight whose 

shield-device proclaims — 
" ' Seek ye Pleasure, Pleasure only, Pleasure n'er her 

votaries shames.' " 
Hence though we appear pretentious, we would hit the 

happy mean, 
'Twixt an undiscerning flattery and a universal spleen. 
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Kissing if we may the track where swept the robe of 

comedy, 
Worn by him who crowned creation with a diadem of 

glee; 
As his finger flitted o'er the changing motley of past 

days, 
Binding round with tears and laughter human fall and 

human praise ! 
Master-craftsman ! we but stand afar and see that skill 

divine 
That in gold and amber prisons the strong fragrance of 

thy wine ! 
May the flashing of thy jewels light our labours to this 

end, 
" That the enemy know his enemy and the friend clasp 

hands with friend ! " 

There's a club in Oxford city 
For the weighty and the witty, 

For the don, the smug, and the slack. 
There the fresher forlorn. 
By a slum from the Corn, 

May mount the rhetorical hack. 

Private business at eight 
I would venture to state 
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Is the earliest date 

For a fool to orate 
On soap in the lav. or worms in the pickles. 

Then officers sit on 

A grandiose Gr-tt-n, 

Or suffer a croak 

From an evergreen T-ke ; 
Till some well-aimed query the audience tickles. 
As — " Is it, Sir, is it a fact that the J. T. abroad kissed 
' click ' gals ? " 

" The mover will move 

That this House does approve. 

Should the Germans and French meet in fell shock, 

That the French do regain 

Alsace and Lorraine." — 
Up springs the five fury power B-ll-c ! 

But soon he will writhe 
Neath the wit- whetted scythe 

Of a practised ridiculer. 
When sardonic and blythe, 
Sir Hugo de Smythe 

Assumeth the perpendicular. 
Frenchy phrases, 
Latin Graces, 
Chaffing of the Gallery beauties. 
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Fluent speeches, 
Never preaches, 
That's our princeps juventutis. 



Begorrah, begorrah, 

Begins poet M-rr-h. 

Vast rolls of red tape, Sir ? 

Apply to a Dr-p-r. 

I pray and beseech 'em, 

Exclaims my Lord B-ch-mp, 

Let me found a High Church in the High. 
No, no, says the medium 
For dogs and of tedium 

Let me tell them the points of a Skye ! 

So now fill up a foaming beaker 
To every little Union speaker 

Who is for promoting a snooze meant. 
To everyone who did not take 
A nibble at the election cake 
Dipped in a sub-librarian lake, 

And rants for our amusement ; — 

A silence on our poet fell : — 
For up rose P. J. M-cd-n-11 ! ! ! 
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Supreme is now the Goddess of conceit, 

The Union's photographed itself, 
And duplicated forms of the elite 

Crowd every wall and shelf. 
No brutal Bass may advertise, 

The dainty diner sees 
No longer Guinness framed, but spies 

Leighton's Hesperides. 
And yet beware a Nemesis, 

Tho' he assume the rod 
And seem to shake the premises 
An aesthete's not a god. 

For think of the waiter 

And of the waitee. 
Of mouldy potato 
And bad kedgeree ! 
In fact artistic compensations 
Are not our way to alter rations. 



Antepirrhema. 

Secondly we claim your laughter at a multitude of things. 
For 'tis always possible to laugh, yes, even when E. B. 
Ch-rles sings ! 
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That reminds us of the brother clubs no more harmo- 
nious proven, 

For one sang only Tosti while the other played Beet- 
hoven ! 

Now the fresh strong tide of organ-wind sweeps up 
through Broad Street portals, 

But the high-class strains each Tuesday walker into 
wretched mortals. 

Some say music isn't wholesome — go and listen to a 
Psalm or 

A funereal Balliol smoker, words by Browning, tune by 
F-rm-r. 

If you mildly chaff a bloodling with — " My friend you're 
on the brink 

" Of a gentleman ! " — " Why Life's a feast ! my sum- 
mum bonum's drink ! 

" Greek flesh-worship, Roman luxury, and stye of Epi- 
curus, 

" They shall kill us ere Professor Caird's philosophy can 
cure us ! " 

Some say boating's exercise. " Let every fresher try 
the river ! " 

Wait till you're a ninth man made to sit within a barge 
and shiver ! 

And instead of getting up like other folk about eleven, 

E 
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An infernal little coxswain lugs you out of bed at seven. 
When you've chucked your tea, tobacco, cake, and every 

little joy, 
Even Pilates sometimes pall, and even crabs are apt 

to cloy ! 
Laugh we next at our New Theatre, where the interest 

mostly flags 
At a mere Shakesperian drama — kindles in the ' rippin 

rags' 
That they have between the acts, when Dasherling with 

Bessie flirts — 
Or in dainty legs meandering through a wilderness of 

skirts ! 
Cheating tradesmen, trusting tradesmen, all who will 

and won't take cash ! 
Castell, Theo. Smith, and Hedderly, Baker — last but 

not least — Nash ! 
Parson, poet, politician, prig, philosopher and peer ; 
Scientific, socialistic, all are represented here. 

[The poet vanishes. 
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{Enter, in boats, the Chorus, of male and female under- 
graduates with a British Matron as their coryphaeus 
and chaperone.) 

1ST Semichorus (ladies). Now gentlemen are you in- 
clined for tea ? 
2ND Semichorus (men). When you propose how can we 

disagree ? 
Ladies. What think you then of yonder grassy mound ? 
Men. Our answer's yes, whatever you propound. 
Ladies. Then to the shore please, straightway turn our 

prow. 
Men. We do your bidding ; easy three and bow ! 
Ladies. Pray step out first, and lend a helping hand. 
Men. In everything we are at your command. 

[They step out and help out the ladies. 
Ladies. Now pray, sirs, do not make a fuss 
About those stupid eights. 
Devote yourselves for once to us. 
Instead of Grotes and Greats. 
We are not here 
To work, or wear 

E 2 
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The Newnham girl's blue stocking, 
But we'll be true 
To the Oxford blue 
Tho' overcome at hockeying. 
Men. Sweet lady undergraduates 
You'll hear no boating shop, 
We won't discourse of Grotes and Greats ; 
Let hockey matches drop. 
For when the fair 
Are least aware 

Who at their heart is rapping ; 
A look, a sigh, 
And Aphrodi- 

-te catches them a napping. 
{The two half-cliomses join hands and move up to the mound.) 
Chorus. Let all surround, the auspicious mound. 
And heap the sticks upon it. 
While that annual sinner, the Newdigate 
winner 
Shall perpetrate a sonnet. 

(They light the fire, bring out everything for a picnic S'C., the 
kettle hoik.) 

Men. Now, ladies we are ready, pray be seated. 
Ladies. How charming to be so politely treated, 
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Men. Let me help you to some chicken ; as is best, 

This way and that dividing the swift breast. 
British Matron. Now pass your cups, my dears, the 

tea is ready. 
Chorus. Then pour away, but keep the tea-pot steady. 
B. M. Strange, but I tremble like an aspen leaf 
Or " veal that totters on the verge of beef." 
Chorus, {aside.) Say rather, beef upon the verge of 
leather, 
She's old and tough, and shrivelled altogether. 
Men. But no ! she's right ; the mound is surely shaking. 
Ladies. Help us, dear sir, if the earth should fall a 

quaking. 
Chorus. It's a fearful, awful rumble, and the mound's 
about to crumble. 
Where we lunched just now we're doomed to be 
crunched and die entombed. 
Men. Oh, my darling, ere we part 
Let me my passion own. 
Ladies. Back responsive beats my heart. 

True to thee alone. 
Men. Dearest, be bold ; strong arms have power to save. 
Ladies. I'll cling to you, and try to be quite brave. 
[The mound is violently convulsed ; plates of chicken, ladies, 
tea-cups are thrown about in confusion. Head of Socra- 
tes emerges.'] 
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SocR. The weariness, the fever and the sweat ! 

'Tis passing strange ! (sees the party) Well ! here's a 
pretty mess ; 

A most Platonic love scene ! 
Arist. (coming to light) Rather say, 

Aristotelian practical, — they taking 

Proverbial time by the proverbial fetlock 

Propose ; the ladies on the nail accept — 

Yet somewhat too impulsive, showing lack 

Of due Kadapais, whether it is because 

Their theatre's poor, or they are poor themselves. 
Ladies. Oh shameful trick to rob a woman's heart ! 

Traitor ! Where are the kisses that I gave you ? 
Men. The past who can recal, or done undo ? 

Yet here are yours, if you'll return me mine {does so). 
Ladies. No ! No ! Not now. 

Thug, {emerging likewise) Phew ! Phew ! the unspeakable 
heat. 

I've suffered worse than the Spartans did at Pylos. 

And as for the mound of Plataea and the siege- 
works, 

They were but toys to the debris piled upon us. 

For Archidamus having — 
SocR. That's enough. 

{To the party) Ladies and gentlemen, we humbly 
crave 
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Your pardon for this untoward disturbance. 

But being baked to death inside this pie 

We had to break the crust. 
B. M. (indignant) Is that our fault ? 

Why didn't you leave a notice on the mound ? 

People who choose to live in earthen houses 

Should take the consequences. 
SocR. Excuse me, madam ; 

This " spacious and commodious residence " 

Was not of our own choosing ; here stood our tent, 

Which some unprincipled, malicious ruffians 

Pulled down upon us, and thus covered up. 

Meaning to murder us. 
Chor. Oh shameful deed ! 

How long have you been buried ? 
SocR. That I know not. 

" It may be for years " and it might have been for 
ever. 

But yet I rather think 'twas yesterday. 
B. M. (relenting) Poor things ! You must be nearly 
starved to death. 

Come, girls, give them some pie if any is left. 
SocR. We thank you. Let me introduce myself. 

My name is Socrates, and these my friends 

Are Aristotle and Thucydides. 
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Men. Great heavens ! how came they here ? 

B. M. I beg your pardon, 

Mr. Thucydides, but I think you knew 

My son Harry at Eton ? 
Thuc. Not that I remember. 

B. M. Perhaps it was a cousin ; I know the name. 
Thuc. No ; probably he used to read my book. 
Chorus of Ladies. What ? have you written a book ? 
How interesting ! 

Is it some wicked, dehghtful, modern novel ? 

What is it called ? Do tell us all about it. 
Thuc. Great Zeus ! You've never read my history ? 

Of the war between the Spartans and Athenians, 

How they did fight with one another, beginning — 
Arist. {aside to Socr.) This mustn't go on or else they'll 

vote us bores. 
SocR. (aloud) Look ladies ! there's a ship ! A sight most 

strange. 
(Enter Lewis Carroll in a Rob Roy, towing up a steamer 

full of hobgoblins, &€.) 
Men. Why, that is Lewis Carroll paddling up ! 

— He takes us in Pass Logic at the House — 

But what in the Wonderland is he after now ? 

Great Snarks and Boojums ! What are you after 
sir? 
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What's this you're towing ? Is it a phantom-ship 
Manned with Hobgoblin, Leprechaun and Ghoul ? 
Are you convoying all your ghosts to school ? 
Lewis Carroll. Just the place for a snark ! Good 
bellman toll 
— Till the clouds come down with a shower — 
That thing-um-a-bell, the one that I stole 
From the top of the great Tom Tower. 

Just the place ! Yet indeed as I think of the air 
As we passed into Magdalen preserves, 

It was only the thought of a Jabberwock's lair 
Could console my olfactory nerves. 

Good-bye ! That beast the Kelpie's seized 

The tiller and is steering ; 
The Poltergeist this moment sneezed, 

The dear old creature's quite displeased 
Whene'er we lose our gearing. 

SocR. He's off already ! I never saw a man 

In such a hurry. And what a fantastic crew, 
I thought we only kept such things in Hades. 

B. M. Hades ? Where's that ? Is it the place in 
Spain ? 

Arist. No, but it has its little Inquisition. 
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Men. But why under earth have you come to the upper 

air? 
Arist. For two good reasons, first curiosity 

To visit this world again, and secondly 

Anxiety to see our own productions 

Printed or annotated, and correct 

Our sadly mutilated manuscripts. 
Men. Take care what you're about ! Our classic scholars 

Know quite as much as you, or what is more 

They think they do ; and if you dare to question 

What they decide you must have meant or written, 

They'd feel as little scruple in murdering you 

As in changing oi to /i^. 
Thug. What even here ? 

I thought 'twas only Germans could be so brutal. 

Just think how Funkhaenel — 
Arist. (aside to Socr.) Quick apply the gag ! 

He's off again. 
Socr. Thicksides a word with you ! 

[whispers) I pray you spare them with your history. 
Thuc. [annoyed) It's just as good as anything you've 
written, ' 

I should like to know whom you did ever spare 

With silly questions ? 
Men. Heavens ! the Merton half-blood, 
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I know the creature ; three years he's been striving 
To work his way into the Bullingdon. 
(Enter Half-blood in canoe looking anxiously about, and sings 
Vain my tandem down the Corn, 
Vain my dog-cart in the High ; 
Ever shall I be forlorn 

Till I win the bright blue tie. 
They told me if I lost Lord Loon 

A pony at roulette, 
I should be certain very soon 

That ornament to get. 
But as soon as Viscount Smilera 
Was let out from the Asylum, 
With the German Baron Drinkem, 
(Fool — he has'nt half my income) 
They were duly selected. 
Put up and elected. 
Entirely because 
They were highly connected. 
Men. Ah ! my poor friend, your case is sad indeed, 
For usually all the vacancies 
At such like clubs go to the highest bidder. 
H. B. Would that they did ! But tell me have you seen 

The illustrious Fitz- noodle in his punt ? 
Men, I'm not acquainted — 
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H. B. What not know Fitz-noodle ? 

He nearly got the billiard-marker's cue. 

And I've a splendid plan to get me in, 

You'll promise secrecy ? 
Men. Oh certainly! 

H. B. Well listen ; I shall wait till after dark, 

Then get myself run down by him and sunk. 

He'll have to take me back to Oxford with him ; 

Then I'll return the compliment with a lunch ; 

And then it's done ! But now, good sirs, farewell. 

And — if you should have influence — [Goes off. 

Men. Trust to me 

I'll exert it {sotto voce) against you, fool of a would-be 
bloodling. 

Son of some advertising millionaire, 

Holloway, Beecham, Monkey Brand, or Pear, 

You in the Bullingdon ! 
B. M. Why did'nt you ask 

That nice young man to stay ? 
Ladies. Oh, aunt how can you ? 

A fop like that ! I'm sure we all prefer 

These nice old gentlemen, though they're some- 
what battered. 

That Mr. Aristotle I'm sure would lecture 

Most charmingly to lady audiences. 
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Men. (jealous) What ! don't you know he is a woman 
hater ; 
Thinks of you only as inferior creatures, 
And runs you down in almost every chapter ? 

Ladies. Oh ! Mr. Stotle I hope this isn't true ? 

Arist. How could you think I'd say such things of you ? 
It's true I didn't like the Athenian ladies 
And passed some rather hasty criticisms 
On all the sex ; but you're quite different 
That I'm convinced of. 

Ladies. Oh, yoa flatterer ! 

Arist. And as you are so charming and so pretty, 
As no Athenian lady in the city, 
I'll make the difference 'twixt the sexes less 
Before my next edition goes to press. 

Men. {aside) The rogue ! He'll next preside at Prim- 
rose leagues. 
Or even at debates on Women's rights. 
Stotle might move and Thicker might endorse it, 
A hearty vote of thanks to Mrs. Fawcett. 
A brace of questions from good Socrates 
Would set the lady speakers quite at ease. 



62 



{The Canadev comes in sight round a bend — Amh. and Rob. 
are paddling, while Oscar is reclining on a pile of 
cushions. The ancients and picnic party see them). 

Thuc. Our enemies ! I see them in the distance. 
The scented sophist with the sandy hair 
And simpering voice, is lounging in the stern. 
In front the youngsters with their backs to us 
Are idly paddling ; quick let's dash upon them, 
Confound, nonplus, diecplus, ram and sink them. 

SocR. How could we ever catch their light canoe ? 
We must dissem.ble, seem to be their friends, 
Get them to join us ; they'll be too afraid 
To say us nay, and them arraign them before 
This noble and impartial picnic-jury. 

Ladies. Why here are some gentlemen about to land ! 

Undergrad. Confound it ! just as I had clasped her 
hand ! 

Thuc. Yes, they are friends of ours ; we dined with 
them 
Last night, they treated us most hospitably ; 
Then in the small hours took us by surprise 
Before we could repay them, and were off. 
So we are charmed to see them back again. 
Are we not Stotle ? 
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SocR. Yes, I never realised 

That a man can be both witty and weighty too 
Until I met that gentleman in the stern. 

(A scream). Stotle ! you naughty man ! 

Thuc. {to Socr.) O shameful sight 

He's paying no attention to our foes, 
But all his attentions to that girl ! who knows 
How she has murdered him in Moderations ? 

[The two in the boat deep in conversation have not yet seen the 
mound.) 

Rob. But Oscar, by your showing " the only things 
That one can use in fiction are the things 
That one has ceased to use in fact." Therefore 
Your murder is not like that of Dorian Gray. 
You need not then narrate how " gradually 
Last night's events with silent mud-stained feet, 
Creep into your brain " — for we shall not believe 

you ! 
Algy and I are free from any scruples. 
Mankind needs ridding of antiquities ! 
" Grandpferes ont toujours tort " — your very motto. 

O. W. My boys, myself I did not do the murder ! 
And so you see your fiction is my fact ! 
Suffering is always due to other's mistakes 1 
One's own mistakes alone one never regrets, 
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Oh misery ! the angle of this cushion 

Inclines an inch too sharply to my head ! 
{Shifts his position and in so doing catches sight of the strange 
spectacle on the mound.) 

Oh ! Oh ! Salome ! bring me some smelling-salts 

In a silver-lacquered bottle gemmed with beryl. 

An epigram ! my spirit-lamp for an epigram ! 

I faint ! I die ! look at that mound ! Help ! Help ! 

Ye spirits of Hedonism ! help your priest ! 
Amh. Vesuvius and the judgment-day in one ! 

As I'm a genius, the ancients ! 
Rob. How on earth ! 

Or rather how from under the earth — 
O. W. Alack ! 

Oh thing more horrible than any murder ! 

The fossil in conjunction with the fair ! 
SocR. Hail friends ! We meet once more ; I am de- 
lighted. 

We were so disappointed when you left. 

Come join this party, and we'll introduce you. 
Amh. Oscar, what shall we do ? escape is useless. 

Let's face it boldly, and if they do accuse us 

Lie our way out. They've got no evidence. 

Bill, you if needs be bluster ; and you, Oscar, 

May talk about the honey-coloured moon, 
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While I will act as peers' sons always do, 

Defend my cause in public. 
O. W. (muymuring) Magazines. 

(They land, are introduced and sit down with the party in 

anxious suspense.) 
SocR. {aside to Thug.) Now Thicker you must make the 
opening speech, 

You do invent so wonderfully well. 

And can gloss over all unnecessaries 

With dark obscurities that seem profound. 

Stotle shall show their utter lack of ethics. 

And I will make them confess the ignorance 

Of principle underlying their thoughtless deed. 
Arist. Thoughtless ! I call it very thoughtful of them 

To provide you an entirely new sensation. 
SocR. And pray what's that ? (Thug, rises to speak.) 

Arist. Why, being sat upon. 

Rob. {seized with an inspiration.) 

Don't you think Thicker is a trifle dry ? 
Lady. Yes, and Aris — what is it ? not too shy ! 
Amh. And Socrates is, — shall we say too pushing ? 
Lady. His muddy head up-poking spoilt my cushion. 
SocR. As sure as I'm dead a plot to bribe the jury. 

We'll wait no more. Now Thicksides spout like 
fury. 

F 
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Thuc. Ladies and gentlemen, and Oscar Wilde ! 
O. W. Sir, am I to understand that you omit me ? 
SocR. No Sir : upon a pinnacle he'll seat thee 

Of sublimated self-sufficiency, 

And these two friends shall be transfigured with 
thee. 
Arist. Aye that they shall ! their mothers shall not 

know them. 
Thug, {continuing) Our meeting indeed is pleasant here 

together — 
Lady. Yes, isn't it lovely languid CherweU weather ? 
Thug. — But sad remembrances do haunt this spot. 

Amh. Antitheses be . Go on, old Dryrot ! 

Thug. At noon-tide yesterday, punt-sore and weary — 
O. W. The less one says about life's sores the better. 

I said so in Dorian Gray, I say so now. 
Thug. — We beached our vessel in this harbouring creek 

And to our gaze on landing appeared a tent. 

With occupants who introduced themselves 

As Robinson and Amherst — 
Amh. Give me my title ! 

It's the only thing I now can call my own ! 
Thug. — At first indeed their words were passing strange. 

Words such as young men use when flown with 
wine. 

Or playing cards at twelve, or golf at Hincksey. — 
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Rob. {sotto voce) The impudence ! when they got drunk 

as lords. 
Lady. Oh Mr. Robinson did you ever do that ? 
Rob. Oh yes! — I mean — Oh no! — Did you ask a 

question ? {collapses) 
Thuc. — We thinking that they took us for barbarians, 

— We ought to have regarded them as such ; 

And that reminds me of an episode — 
SocR. [aside to Thug.) Thicker ! You must not bring in 
episodes, 

As it is you're only just not boring the jury. 
Thug. Well, as I said, we left them for a while 

To forage, if we might ; for tents involve 

Eating, and eating drinking — 
Amh. Drinking sleeping. 

O. W. A little sleeping makes the sleeper wake, 

A little drinking makes the drunkard dry. 
Arist. a little more truth, and you ma}' tell a lie. 
SoGR. Good, Stotle. 
Thug. — On our return from the upper reaches 

We found a friend, himself the third, had joined 
them. 

The gentleman sits there ! 
O. W. Oh I if you please 

Do stop gesticulating. I hate theatricals. 

They are the only real things in life. 
F 2 
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Thuc. {solemnly) They made a goodly feast and bade us 
share it, 

And when o'ercome b}' weariness we slept, 

They treacherously tried to murder us ! 
Whole Chorus, {in consternation) To murder you ! 
Amh. Alas ! the murder's out ! 

Thuc. Nay hearken how they did it ! 
Arist. {aside to Socr.) Quite forensic, 

Is'nt it Soccer ? He puts our case most tersely. 
Thug. By pulling our tent about our aged ears ! 

By inverting our punt upon our down-pulled tent ! 

By heaping earth upon our punt and tent ! 

By seating Oscar upon Socrates ! 
Ladies, {to O. W.) You wretch ! 
Thuc. We reappeared— 

Ladies. In deshabille ! 

Thuc. — From under the earth ! 
O. W. You know I always said 

It was not good to go beneath the surface ! 
Ladies. Sir, do not speak to me ! 
O. W. Ladies I am 

A poor plain man — 
Amh. and Rob. No, no. 

O. W. — and love my — 

SocR, self! 
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Ladies. But sir is that a reason why you should 

Have called us plain ? Or are we coloured perhaps ? 
Thuc. This is not to the point ! The question is 
* About their punishment ; this picnic-party 

We wish — I, Socrates, and Aristotle — 

To judge with true impartiality. 
O. W. {wildly glancing at Thug.) Thou can'st not say I 
did it ! Never shake 

Thy muddy locks at me ! 
Rob. Oh Oscar ! Oscar ! 

Amh. He always flies to Shakespeare when he's fixed. 
SocR. Now first I will convince you of their guilt : 

It shows an utter lack of principle 

Firstly to offer hospitality, 

And then when guests have tasted of your salt, 

And when they've drunk — 
Rob. Did I hear you say " are drunk " ? 

SocR. No! 

Amh. I will tell you — 

Chorus. Silence till he's ended. 

SocR. Although they may not quite have liked our 

persons — 
O. W. I ? I like persons better than principles ! 
SocR. That was no reason for attacking us. 
Chorus. The counsel for the defence ! 
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Amh. Now go it Oscar ! 

O. W. My story is as follows : They are the false 

To whom false things seem true. They are the true 

To whom true things seem false : and every truth 

Is but a deviation from the false 

And every false is reached thro' depths of truth !■ 

Attend all ye who list ! This is the Preface. 
SocR. {mimicking) And your dislike of truth is that of 
Rufus 

Who sees his hair for the first time in a mirror 
O. W. Check not the flow of my great argument ! 

Hence you are false if you believe their story 

And we are true — 
Rob. [aside) Oscar ! leave out the end ; 

You're compromising us ! 
O. W. My mind artistic 

Was quite disgusted yesternight when these 

Abandoned ancients took to over-drinking, 

And passed the limits of mere hedonism — 

Of which I quite approve — and grew most vulgar. 

Vulgarity is the eighth of the deadly virtues ! 

We left them then, and in their drunk sleep-walking 

Who knows they did not fight with their own tent, 

And like the officer at Tappington 

Bury themselves, punt, tent, mound, roots and all ? 

This is the truth — 
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Rob. Or something near it Oscar. 

SocR. But you linow "even true things must be proved." 

Ladies. Surely these good old gentlemen were not 
drinking ? 

Arist. Socrates drank. We were absorbed in thinking. 

Thuc. The first to drink is now the first to lie. 

SocR. I saw the tears first rising in your eye ! 

Thuc. Not mine ? 

Arist. Nor mine ? 

Semi-chorus (ladies). You horrid, horrid men ! 

To quarrel about who was drunk and when ! 

SocR. They tempted, and we fell. But be not led 
By these exaggerations of his malice 
To overlook the graver charge of murder. 

Thuc (who has been poking about during this last speech) 
Eureka ! 

Amh. (groaning) More historical research ? 

Thuc My friends we win ! For I have found a piece 
Of important evidence ! Ladies I beg you 
Look at this lamp ! I grubbed it up just now 
Where Socrates lately lay : — A curious lamp 

{looks hard at Oscar) 
Of Moorish workmanship, made of dull silver 
Inlaid with arabesques of burnished steel. 
Studded with coarse turquoise — 
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O. W. My spirit lamp ! 

Thuc. His guilty conscience has anticipated 

The words that would have followed to convict. 
Behold one criminal at least. The others 
Will not I think deny our charge. Young sirs 
Did you attempt to murder us ? 

Rob. Already 

We've said we did, because we hated you ; 
If Oscar Wilde denies participation, 
He must defend himself before you solus. 

Ladies. Poor boys ! Against their will they were im- 
pressed. 

Men. That shall be seen. And now for their arrest ! 
(They guard Rob. and Amh.) 

SocR. Now I must ask you Mr. Wilde to explain 
How came your spirit-lamp to be thus found ? 

O. W. (wildly) Convict me if you can ! I'll stand your 
onset ! 
I am an artist in the beautiful ; 
auTo TO KoKJbv is my heraldry. 
All art is useless, therefore so am I — • 
For all such desperate deeds. Besides my friends, 
You are not beautiful, I would not touch you, 
You have not golden hair and violet eyes ; 
But you are hideous and horrible. 
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Again I have some lingering taste for ethics, 

I pointed morals in my " Happy Prince." 
Chorus. Yet little did you imagine when you wrote 

" The Selfish Giant"— a "mere tale for children " — 

That one day it would prove of more avail 

Than all your brilliant epigrams and plays. 
Arist. But since you did so, it shall serve thus far 

That we omit the charge of want of ethics. 
1ST Lady, (sotto voce) I think that I shall side with 
Socrates. 

The' he was drunk, yet he is genuine. 
2ND Lady, (sotto voce) And Mr. Wilde is all Sandorides, 

All unguents, easy-chairs and brilliantine. 
O. W. Premeditation is the stamp of crime, 

Co-operation is the good of one. 

Could I gain all the credit from your deed 

I might agree in commendation of it. 

But as I get the blame, I'll none of it. 
Amh. He's shirking ! oh the lily-livered loon ! 
Rob. I'll never be seen on a rope with that poltroon. 
Rob. and Amh. Oscar ! we scorn you ! 
0. W. O youth, candid youth ! 

There's nothing in the world that's quite like youth. 
Chorus. Well, Mr. Wilde, as you are plainly guilty, 

In spite of your aesthetic protestations. 
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We'll leave the obvious for the indeterminate. 

Things are alleged against you which require 

Instant examination : such as that 

Your doctrines are corrupt- — 
Arist. (slily) Without being charming ? 

O. W. Sir, mayn't I keep — 
Chorus. Your epigrams to yourself ? 

That is the second charge they lay upon you. 
SocR. Again we say you set a hideous fashion 

Of languid lack-a-daisical lie at ease, 

Smoke opium cigarettes and write bad French ; 

Now, Oscar, these might seem mere oscillations, 

Had you not recommended them in print. 
O. W. Print is the spur that the great author doth raise 

From scepticism into self-belief. 
Arist. So that in time you really will believe 

In Aubrey Beardsley, Crackanthorpe, and yourself ? 
SocR. Then, Mr. Wilde, the cup of principle. 

You say the wise man tastes, the foolish drains ; 

Are you then often the worse for principle ? 
O. W. No, but I meant by that— 
Sock. Meanings are useless. 

" The meaningless reflects the natural ! " 
O. W. A saying to my heart ! where did you find it ? 
SocR. In the exordium to your latest play. (0. collapses). 
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Rob. (joyfully) The gunner blown to bits by his own 

Maxim ! 
SocR. Again your epigrams and paradoxes — 
O. W. O Socrates ! be merciful ! remember 

You did a little in that line yourself. 
Arist. Yes, but he did not write them for mere sound, 

But shrewdly sounded them before he wrote. 
SocR. Just so, you put the case most appositely 

And save my native modesty a blush. 

Just take one of the thousand definitions 

This man reels off concerning womanhood. 
Thug, (aside) That's good ! appeal to the vanity of the 

jury. 
SocR. Did you not call them " Sphynxes without 
secrets ? " 

Firstly, is it polite to say a lady 

Is like a sphynx, I mean of uncertain age ? 

Again a sphynx, is it not sphynx qua secret ? 

If you subtract the secret where's the sphynx ? 
Amh. (to Rob.) If you subtract the candle where is Moses ? 
Rob. Algy ! take care ! 
SocR. (sternly) Young sir ! jests ill become you, 

You should be praying to Persephone. 

Now answer me, sir, is the sphynx qua sphynx 

A secret, or the secret qua secret a sphynx ? 
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O. W. Help ! I'm asphynxiated ! (fcduts). 
Thuc. Give him air, 

Remember our own sufferings in the mound, 

The rascal must not spoil before his torture. 
SocR. He has revived, and yet he does not speak : 

At last the quibbler is reduced to silence ! 
Thug. And now that we have proved, most noble judges, 

This man to be not only a murderer, 

But also a villainous and degraded creature, 

Corrupter of the youth ; a whited sepulchre, 

Dry bones within, and epigrams without ; 

We next do claim that you fulfil your promise 

And sentence him to death : — 

(O. W. in abject Uvvov crawls into the mound.) 
Ladies. Oh fie ! for shame I 

How can you be so cruel ? 
Men. It's our duty ; 

Like paying bills it's necessary though nasty. 
Ladies. Like paying bills you might at least defer it ; 

It's much too fine a day for executions. 
Arist. Oh any day will do ; but give your sentence. 
Ladies. Oh well, I suppose we really ought to do it ; 

You'll promise you won't hurt him. 
SocR. Why of course ; 

We shan't feel any pain, and so for us 
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It will not really exist. Eh, Mr. Oscar ? 

As for these youths — 
Ladies. No 1 No ! you shall not take them, 

They're much too nice. 
SocR. I think you are mistaken. 

We wish to pardon them ; the crime was his, 

And they but followed in their ignorance. 

But now as they themselves have been convinced. 

Of his depravity and vain deceits, 

We too forgive ; and ask this only favour 

That they become our friends. 
Ladies. You dear old duck ! 

How sweet of you ! 
Rob. Most generous Socrates ! 

We stand abashed before you, and confess 

We don't deserve such generosity. 
SocR. Well try and see. But now for Oscar Wilde. 

Bring out the criminal to hear his sentence. 
Chorus. Stand up and listen to your sentence sir ! 

Now don't malinger ! Why where has he gone to ? 
SocR. What ? have you let the false deceiver 'scape, 

And baulked us of our prey ? Quick search those 
reeds ; 

Run down the bank. 
Am ST. Where can he have vanished to ? 

A moment since he stood just here, 
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Rob. {horror struck) Look, Algy ! 

Our game is up at last ; throw up the sponge. 
(The Proctor comes up with his pack of hull-dogs and surrounds 

the party.) 
Proct. Close around them and confound them, quick 
my bull-dogs seize their calves, 
Worry 'em, nip 'em, tease 'em, grip 'em, tear their 

trouser-legs in halves ! 
Oh you rascals ! thieves and villains ! Where's the 

head of M-r-t-n College ? 
Where's the milk that you've abstracted, all without 

the Bursar's knowledge ? 
Where the battells you've defrauded ? Where the 

examination fees ? 
Where the sums I've lost in progging ? Seize them 

my brave bullies, seize ! 
Was it thus you knew your proctor ? You shall 

know him better now ! 
On the punt with both the youngsters, and we'll 

take them home in tow. 
Then before the ' Vice ' I'll haul you, have you fined 

and rusticated. 
Sent to goal, hanged, drawn, and quartered, roasted, 
flayed — or even gated. 
Amh. Help my friends ! assist, defend us ! save us from 
these savage creatures, 
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Save us from that crabbed blood-thirsty Proctor 
with his scowling features. 
Ladies. Oh ! Mr. Proctor ! 
What will you do ? 
You really ought to muzzle that ferocious bull-dog 
crew. 
Take them back to Oxford 
As quickly as you can, 
Oh Mr. Proctor, what a timid girl I am ! 

But if from us you purpose 

These charming boys to wrest. 
You'd better mind, or else you'll find 

You've roused an hornet's nest. 

Now here is my proposal 

If you'll attend to me ; 
These worthy ancient gentlemen 

Would suit you to a T. 

So Mr. Proctor 
I'll tell you what to do ; 
Here's Socrates, Thucydides, and Aristotle too^ 
Take them off to Oxford 
As quickly as you can. 
Oh Mr. Proctor, what a clever girl I am ! 
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SocR. Dear sir, why thus excited ? By your dogs J 

What crime so heinous have these youths committed ? 

Proct. Oh dearest Socrates, how came you here ? 
What, don't you know me ? 

SocR. By the goose I don't, 

Who are you ? 

Proct. Have you never read my essay 

Upon your method ? 

SocR. Method ? I never had one. 

Arist. Stop ! let me just reflect ; are you the man. 
Who nearly ruined half of my poetics 
By reading Sifris for drjs ? 

Proct. Oh no ! 

" Evil corrections corrupt good manuscripts." 
I always keep the text. 

Thug. You win my praise, 

I wish the others always did so too. 
How badly Poppo sets my broken limbs, 
He never tries a sympathetic treatment, 
But rushes in where Bekker fears to tread. 
How many a gem of purest rot serene, 
Was born to suffer by-watery emendations ! 
Look at that passage now about the Lesbians, 
" They hoped if they decreased the revenue 
By their blockading them, they might they thought 
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Persuade them if they did'nt." What can be 

simpler ? 
And yet they want to change it. 
Proct. Yes, I know. 

But come to Oxford and we'll entertain you 
On choice collations of old palimpsests. 
We much prefer you to these worthless youths. 
Thuc. Well we're quite ready, come on Socrates. 
Amh. No, stay with us, dear Socrates, and teach us. 
SocR. Yes, what are manuscripts to me or I to them ? 
I never wrote a line in all my life. 
I'll stay behind. 

(A long-drawn howl is heard). 
Thuc Oh Aristotle, listen ! 

Do you hear that sound, alas ! it's our death knell. 
Arist. & SocR. TToi /3a> ? no. <ttS) ? We're trapped at last 
and cornered ! [They run frantically about. 

Thuc Into the mound, quick, ere he comes in sight, 

\They dive into the mound. 
[Enter Charon punting up in a coffin with Cerberus in the 

hows, and nms ashore; Cerberus rushes for the mound.] 
Charon. Ha ! Cerberus you smelt them ! go it good dog ! 
Is this a big-toe that I see before me ? 

[Drags out Socrates. 
Come out, I've got you now, no use resisting, 
G 
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I'll only make it worse for you hereafter. 
(The Ancients come out very woe-begone. Cerberus goes on 

sniffing about and unearths 0. W.J 
O. W. Oh, oh, call oflf that dog ! he's killing me. 
Amh. Oscar ! by all that's strange ! 
Charon. Down Cerberus ! 

That's none of our lost property I think. 
(To Ancients.) Now my fine lads you thought you 

would escape. 
A nice day's work you've given me ; there's a thou- 
sand 
Or more of ghosts all waiting for the ferry. 
Think of the work that means for me ! By Pluto, 
Just see if I don't make you pay for this. 
Proct. Remember, sir, that you are not in Hades ! 
These gentlemen are in my jurisdiction, 
And if you've any cause of complaint against them, 
I must refer you to the Vice- Chancellor. 
Charon. What's that to do with me ? I've got to catch 
'em, 
And take 'em back to Hades, them's my orders. 
If you object, you'd better apply to Minos. 
Rob. But come, good Charon, what do you want with 

them ? 
Charon. Why punish them of course ! What else do you 
think ? 
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Rob. Oh nothing ! Only I've a little plan 

To save you a lot of trouble ; — does it matter 

Who it is you've got to torture ? 
Charon. Not a straw, 

It's all the same to me. 
Rob. Well here you are, 

Leave us these shrivelled old philosophers. 

And take this juicy modern in exchange. 
Charon. What ? give me one for three ? that's not 

enough. 
Rob. Why not ? you've only got to torture him 

Three times as much. 
O. W. I, Oh spare me, Bill, remember 

Our former friendship ; do not prove ungrateful. 
Rob. Ingratitude, as you yourself have taught me 

Is but a lively sense of favours past. 

{To Charon, slipping a coin in his hand) Come Charon, 
take him. Minos needn't know 

A single word about it. 
Charon {iiulling his forelock) Right you are, Sir ! 

[O. W. faints. 
Proct. Well if you don't mind, gentlemen, I think 

I have a pressing engagement at the Queen's ; 

So come along ; quick bull dogs, jump on board ! 
Arist. & Thug. Good bye then Socrates ! Good bye 
fair judges ! 
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Good bye young men, we wish you every joy 

With your new teacher. 
All. Adieu, good friends, adieu ! 

[They glide off down stream, the ladies waving 
theiv handkerchiefs. 
Charon. I must be going too ; for Cerberus 

Is anxious for his supper ; come Socrates, 

Just help me pull that punt into the water. 

I'll leave the coffin, it was only borrowed. 
SocR. 'Twill make an excellent canoe for me. 
Charon {to O. W.) Come on my new investment. Why 
he's fainted ! 

{To SocR.) Just help me drop him into the punt. 
Socr. Poor creature. {They drop him in.) 

Chorus. What will you do to him ? 
Charon. I hardly know, 

I'm getting old and want an extra hand 

To do my dirty work, to disinfect 

Ghosts at the Stygian harbour quarantine, 

Sample the brimstone from the lake, and clean 

My bow-wow's kennel. 
Amh. Oh, I pity you, 

Poor Oscar. 
Rob. Let him go ; he's been reprieved 

From execution to eternity — hard. 
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Charon. Come Cerberus ! I'm off; good bye my friends! 

I hope you soon will come to visit us. 
Rob. Thanks for your kindly worded invitation, 

I think we'll wait ; what say you, Socrates ? 

There's many a day we've yet to spend together 

In pleasant philosophic conversation 

'Neath Cherwell's shady branches. 
Voice of O. W. (faintly in the distance). Algy ! Algy ! 

[Curtain.] 
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